DEATH   DOES   ITS   BEST              l8l

When Juha now returns homeward along the
familiar fence-side track this late summer, there
are no irritating plans fermenting in his head,
and he feels no chagrin at the failure of earlier
plans. Life since his return home from Tuorila
has been as it were at a pause, a kind of quiet
expectation. To be sure, Ville is already dead,
but Juha is clearly aware that his life is still
seeking a new direction. There is indeed much
to be decided one way or another; something
will have to be done about the croft now that he
has no horse. Only his thoughts are queerly
loth to dwell on that problem. He is grateful
to the master each time the subject is allowed to
lie. It is as though something else had first to
be arranged; but what that something is his
mind cannot resolve. He marks time, waiting,
from day to day.

Weariness has been a common experience at
Toivola for years. Riina was born slack and
weak-willed, and a diet of salt water, potatoes
and sour milk had done nothing to steel her
character in her mature years. Sitting with a
child in her lap she often pondered the nature of
the foolish urge that drives a servant to get
married, trying in all seriousness to glimpse her
motives and catch the moods of those far-off days.

The supreme enchantment of a servant's life
is that when you do lie down to sleep there is no
need for you to think about what has to be done